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In the fall of 2011, I unknowingly began laying the groundwork for 
Last Trip to Disneyland in my screenwriting class. Professor Jeffrey Stepakoff 
repeatedly stressed the importance of “a killer opening.” I thought of this 
when we were given one of our earliest assignments: introducing our 
readers to three distinct characters. An idea had been floating around in 
my head for the last few days, and I decided now was the time to explore 
it. Based on my peers’ positive responses, that idea worked (and it would 
eventually serve as the first page for my finished draft). By the end of the 
semester, I had a vague idea of a story I could produce as a result of this in-
class exercise. 
In the summer of 2012, I enrolled in a writers’ workshop for two 
main reasons. First, the discussion would be led by a highly regarded script 
analyst whose brother happened to be a well-respected, Oscar-winning 
actor. Secondly, a deadline and an entry fee were two great incentives I felt 
I needed in order to buckle down and compose a full-length script. In the 
end, the meeting turned out to be an important wakeup call. Hearing how 
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others interpreted my piece made me realize that what I believed to be my 
best work was actually a story in desperate need of some serious revising. 
Our discussion leader failed to hide his frustration over what he perceived 
to be gaping holes in the story. As I drove back home that afternoon, I 
considered everyone’s suggestions. Emotionally exhausted from the time I 
put into the screenplay and the beating I took after presenting it, I let the 
story sit for a few good weeks. The last thing I wanted to do was look at it.  
About two months later, I had to prepare for my Capstone. While I 
was originally interested in penning a teleplay and at least half of a full-
length screenplay, both of my committee members convinced me that it 
would be more beneficial to focus on one project and devote all of my time 
to making it work. Last Trip may have been imperfect, but at least now I 
knew of its potential strengths and weaknesses. Additionally, I already had 
a beat sheet prepared that could act as my foundation. After briefly 
discussing my options with Jim Elledge, I decided to make it official: Last 
Trip to Disneyland would become my first major rewrite.   
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I think revisiting the story after allowing it to breathe for a while was 
the right decision. I’ve already submitted the script to a few screenwriting 
competitions, and I plan on submitting it to a few more. I’m proud of how 
it’s turned out. I can only hope that it goes much further than the KSU 
library archives. . . 
LAST TRIP TO DISNEYLAND
Three solid KNOCKS. . .a beat. . .then three more. 
FADE IN:  
EXT. WILKES HOME - DAY 
A little girl, SALLY, 10, stands in front of the door of a  
modest-looking home, a Girl Scouts box under her right arm. 
Standing beside her is JOHN, 52, handsome. He pats an  
exhausted-looking Cocker Spaniel, LADY. 
The door opens. BOB WILKES, 63, sticks his head out.
SALLY 
Good morning, sir. I’m trying to 
sell candy for my Girl Sc -  
BOB
No. 
The door slams. Sally flusters for a bit, then looks to John. 
He motions for her to try again. 
Three more knocks. The door flies open. 
BOB (CONT’D)
I already said “no,” goddammit.
SALLY (O.S.)
If I sell the most I go to 
Disneyland, sir, and I. . .Lady! 
Bob turns in time to see Sally run inside his home after her  
dog. 
JOHN
I’m so sorry, sir.
INT. WILKES HOME - CONTINUOUS
Bob walks briskly after Sally and her dog.
Then we hear a prominent CLICK. Bob turns around to find his 
front door locked. He begins to say something. . .
Another CLICK, but this one sounds different, and stops Bob 
dead in his tracks. 
Slowly, he turns to find Sally pointing a Smith & Wesson  
revolver straight at his head. Her candy box rests on the 
ground. Completely empty. 
EXT. ROAD - DAY
A burgundy PT Cruiser hugs the side of the road, overlooking 
a slight hill. There’s no one in it. No one around this area 
at all.
It’s quiet. Serene.
Then we hear a sharp SCREAM. 
Heavy, miserable panting.
Approaching footsteps.
Finally, she emerges from the side of the road: A YOUNG 
WOMAN, maybe in her twenties. Limping. Bleeding.
She heads over to the driver’s side of the car and tries to 
open it. The door is locked.  
She attempts to break the driver’s window with her elbow. It 
doesn’t help. She tries again. Still nothing. She cradles her 
elbow and limps to the next door.
Two men emerge from behind the car. LOU, 55, husky, casually 
makes his way around the front of the car. 




Another man makes his way around the back of the car. MARCUS, 
18, heads straight for the woman.
She backs up. Turns to Lou on her left, then back to Marcus 
on her right. Trapped.
YOUNG WOMAN (CONT’D)
Please! I was going to pay you 
back. I’ve got the mon -
Lou grabs her by the throat. Marcus lifts her legs. They both 
carry her back behind the car and make their way down the 
hill. 
EXT. HILL - CONTINUOUS
As Lou and Marcus carry the woman down, another man watches 
them. A scar runs from his bottom lip to his chin. This is 
SIMON. 
2.
Lou and Marcus dump the woman in front of him. She won’t look   
Simon in the eyes. He watches her for one long, uncomfortable 
beat.
Carefully, he digs into his pocket and pulls out a knife. 
YOUNG WOMAN
(still looking down)
I’ve got the money. You don’t have  
to do this, Simon. 
(looking up at him)
I’m begging you. I have a little  
girl. 
Simon stares at her for a little while. Then he slowly  
descends, his eyeline now even with hers.
SIMON
Not anymore, you don’t.
Suddenly, he lunges at her with the knife.
EXT. LANKFORD APARTMENTS - NIGHT
It’s pissing rain.  
John carries a sleeping Sally up the stairs. Lady trots 
alongside him. 
He finally arrives at a door with a notice penned to it: 
“RENT IS PASSED DUE!”
John shakes his head. He fishes inside his pockets and 
retrieves a key. He places it in the keyhole and walks 
inside.
INT. JOHN’S APARTMENT - CONTINOUS
John and Lady make their way into the room. Almost  
immediately, Lady begins barking. 
She sprints forward and chases a cat. Both animals escape  
through a noticeable hole behind a television set.
John sets Sally down on a sofa. Covers her with a torn 
blanket. 
He begins to make his way across the other side of the room, 
then he stops and turns back to Sally. He brushes some hair 
away from her eyes. Kisses her forehead. 
3.
He then retrieves the revolver she’s been clutching in her 
hands.
John makes his way over to a small table. Turns on the light. 
He sets Sally’s revolver down. Grabs a box from underneath 
the table.
We see what’s written on it: “BLANK CARTRIDGES.”
John unloads Sally’s revolver, placing the blanks inside the 
box. He then pulls a slightly bigger revolver from behind his 
back and does the same with it.
EXT. OFFICE - DAY
A bored-looking LANDLORD, 40s, peruses the pages of a porn 
magazine.  
Dollar bills slam against his desk. 
He looks up. It’s John. 
JOHN
I know it’s late. But. . .here it 
is.
The landlord just stares at him, then returns to the 
magazine. 
John appears confused, and then it comes to him. He digs 
inside his pockets and puts a few more dollars into the pile.
JOHN (CONT’D)
There. Paid. With interest. 
Eyes still fixated on pretty faces and large breasts, the 
landlord slides the cash his way.
LANDLORD
You know what happens next time, 
right?









. . .I don’t have a place to live.
LANDLORD 
Or your daughter. Or your dog.   
John nods. Turns to walk away.
LANDLORD (CONT’D)
Hey!
John turns to face him.
LANDLORD (CONT’D)
I mean it this time.
INT. GROCERY STORE 
John pushes a cart filled with the bare necessities - bread, 
juice, toilet paper, etc.  
Sally walks alongside him carrying a DVD in one hand and a  
container of cupcakes in the other.
JOHN
You have to pick, baby. One or the 
other.
Sally goes back and forth between the two, weighing her 
options. 
SALLY
I. . .I can’t choose.
JOHN
We can’t get both. We didn’t make  
enough money from that last job, 
remember? 
SALLY
(holding up the DVD)
But I wanted to watch this for my 
birthday. 
(holding up the cupcakes) 
And I wanted to eat these with you 
while we watched it.
JOHN
Oh no. Don’t you try and butter me 





One vampire love story was enough 
for me, thanks.
Sally stays put as John pushes on with the cart.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Now you know I like watching -
He turns to find she’s not by his side. He looks back. She’s 




She smiles big at him. He tries to fight it off. 
He loses. 
John picks up two jugs of juice, placing them on nearby 
shelves.
JOHN
I hope you’ll be happy drinking 
nothing but tap water over the next 
couple of weeks.
Her smile widens. 
JOHN (CONT’D)
(shelving the bread)
Or eating nothing but crackers.
I also hope you’re happy to know 




God help me, I already regret this.
INT. JOHN’S CAR - DAY
John drives as Sally looks over her DVD. Lady sleeps in her 
lap.
JOHN
So that’s all you want for your 




I can get more?
JOHN





Let’s be pragmatic about this now.
SALLY
What does that mean?
JOHN
It means don’t ask for anything  
crazy.
Sally thinks. A smile creeps across her face. John notices.
JOHN (CONT’D)




Didn’t I just say don’t ask for 
anything crazy? You don’t think 
you’re too old for that?
SALLY
I just wanna go one last time 
before I feel really lame and - 
Lady BARKS loudly and begins to squirm.
SALLY (CONT’D)
I think she needs to pee.
JOHN
All that moving around she’s doing? 
Last time it was more than just a 
pee.
Lady continues to bark.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Sounds like she can’t wait until we  
get home.
7.
EXT. ROAD - DAY
John’s truck pulls up along the side of the road. The 
passenger’s door opens. 
Lady flies out and dashes down a slight hill. 
JOHN




Sally runs after her. 
The driver’s door opens. John steps out. Leans against the 
car. 





John snaps out of it. He races down the hill.
EXT. POND
John makes his way down. We can hear Lady’s pronounced BARKS.
JOHN




He turns to his left and sees Sally pointing at something in  
the water. Lady is right beside her, barking at the same 
thing.
John carefully makes his way over to them. He places his 
hands on Sally’s shoulders. She shakes. 
He turns to the water. His eyes widen.
The body of the young woman we saw earlier floats in the 
water. There are several visible stab wounds all over her 
body. 
Her lifeless eyes are looking up. Right at Sally. 
8.
JOHN
Oh Jesus. . .
He covers Sally’s eyes and gently moves her away. 
JOHN (CONT’D)
Sally! 
She can only shake her head. Eyes closed. John cradles her 
face with his hands. 
JOHN (CONT’D)
Sally! Look at me!
Reluctantly, she does.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Go to the car! Now! Take Lady with 
you!
SALLY
What. . .what are you - 
JOHN
Now!
Sally scoops up Lady and sprints up the hill. 
John takes a deep breath. Closes his eyes. Carefully, he  
returns to the body in the water. He inches closer towards 
it.  
Something catches his eye. There’s movement underneath the 
woman’s pants.
Cautiously, John leans in.
A snake slithers out of the woman’s pants. A white envelope 





He turns to leave. 
Then something stops him. He considers.
He returns to the body in the water. Leans in a little 
closer.  
9.
He looks around for something. Grabs a stick. He pokes at the 
white envelope. Turns it over. 
There’s a wad of cash inside. John’s eyes widen.
INT. SIMON’S HOME 
A young redhead woman, RACHEL, 27, eats chips while watching 
daytime television. 
A knock at the door.
She turns off the television and opens the front door. Simon, 
Lou and Marcus enter.
RACHEL
Took you guys long enough.
She closes the door. Simon removes his jacket and rolls up 
his sleeves. Rachel notices some fresh red marks on his skin.
RACHEL (CONT’D) 




Well, did you aim for her jugular? 
‘Cause that woulda done it quick. 
Simon and Lou share a look. Rachel notices. 
RACHEL (CONT’D)
What? I’m just saying, I know what  
I’m talking about. I can tell you 
didn’t do that ‘cause if you slice  
a bitch’s throat just right, you 







She takes in the boys’ agitated stares. She throws her hands 
up and returns to her earlier position. The television roars 
back to life. 
10.
Simon heads into the. . .
KITCHEN
He grabs a medical kit. Begins applying ointment to his 
scraped arms. He doesn’t flinch. Even as he applies alcohol.
He motions for Lou and Marcus to join him. They do.
SIMON
Start counting the money.








The two men stare at each other for a short beat. Simon looks 
up at Marcus. Concerned. 
LOU
What are you doing?
MARCUS
Waiting for you to get it.  
LOU
Get what? You were supposed to take 
it off her. 
MARCUS
When? He threw her in the water 
before I could even -
RACHEL (O.S.)
Wait a minute! 
The men turn to see Rachel leaning against a kitchen wall.
RACHEL (CONT’D)
You killed some girl for stealing  
your money, and you forgot to get  




Damn. I guess this is what happens 
when you send three grown men to 




Come over here and make me shut up.
LOU
(to Rachel)
You’re not helping.  
(to Marcus)
And you. . .you can’t even do 
something that simple?
MARCUS
How is this my fault? I just said 
he threw her in -
Simon’s hand grabs hold of Marcus’s throat, slamming his head 
against the kitchen counter top. 
It hits with enough force to send several cups flying onto 
the floor.
SIMON
Stop making excuses. This is what’s 
going to happen: you’re going to 
get in the car and drive back 
there, and you’re going to get my 
money. Now.
Marcus tries to speak, but Simon’s grip makes this  
impossible. Rachel watches this with a mixture of shock and 
delight. 
SIMON (CONT’D)
You hear me? 
He releases his grip. Marcus falls to the floor, gasping for 
air. 
Simon returns to applying ointment to his arms. 
LOU
I think you just reopened some of 
those wounds.




You’re always looking to get it on 
the action. Go with him.
RACHEL
Fuck that.
Simon lifts his head, facing her. Rachel hesitates.
RACHEL (CONT’D)
It’s not like I’ll even have 
somebody to kill or nothing.
LOU
Who knows. You might.
INT. JOHN’S APARTMENT
Sally stares ahead at her television, watching daytime 
television. Reception is fuzzy. She grips Lady tightly.
John sits at the table. Watching Sally. 
JOHN
You okay?
She shakes her head. Then she begins to cry. John moves next 




Were you serious about Disneyland? 
Going there for your birthday? 




Well, we might be able to do that.
SALLY
What. . .what are you talking 
about?
John smiles at Sally, then digs into his pocket. He pulls out 
the cash envelope. A few drops of blood are still visible.
Sally examines it. She looks up to John.
13.
SALLY (CONT’D)
Is that the dead lady’s?
JOHN
Well, it was on her, yeah.
Sally takes the envelope. She opens it.
JOHN (CONT’D) 
That’s more than what we make in 
two years, baby. Two good years.
Sally thumbs through the cash. Emotionless.
JOHN (CONT’D)
I. . .I know it’s a little strange 
taking it from her like this, but 
what good does it do her now? And 
we need it. 
Sally considers. She closes up the envelope and hands it back 
to John. Then she examines her fingers. There’s blood on 
them. She faces John.
SALLY
No, Daddy.
John begins to say something, but he stops himself. He stares 
at the envelope for a while. His fingers caress the damp 
paper. 
Sally turns her attention to the television. Pets Lady. John 
tries again. The words still won’t come out.
John watches Sally for a while, then he lowers his head. 
Shakes  it. Has a small laugh to himself.
JOHN 
Just like your mother, I swear. 
Okay.
He puts the envelope back into his pocket.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Let me get outta here before I 
change my mind, though I don’t know 
why the hell I’m doing this. 
SALLY
Can we eat something first?
JOHN 




You shouldn’t go by yourself. What  
if somebody’s looking for that 
money?
JOHN




This isn’t open for discussion. 
Here.
He grabs the remote. Turns up the television volume.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Relax. Watch TV. Eat some of your 
cupcakes.
SALLY
Those are for tomorrow.  
He moves to the table. Pulls out a Smith & Wesson revolver 
from behind his pants. 
He eyes Sally. Her attention’s on the television.
John sets a black box on the table, retrieving several black 
and gold bullets. He considers for a moment, then loads them  
into his gun. 
He puts the box back under the table and places the gun in 




Sally turns to him.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Be good while I’m gone.
He goes to open the door.
SALLY
Daddy. . .
He turns to her.
SALLY (CONT’D)





And take your jacket. It might be  
cooler out near the water now.
He smiles at her.
JOHN
Yeah. Just like your mother.
EXT. JOHN’S APARTMENT - DAY
John closes the door, blue fleece jacket in hand. He heads 
down the stairs.
When he’s just a few feet from his truck. . .
LANDLORD (O.S.)
Hey! Danes!




The landlord motions for him to come closer. John throws his 
jacket in the back of his truck and makes his way over.
LANDLORD
Got a few complaints about that 
mutt of yours.
JOHN 
She’s a Cocker Spaniel.
LANDLORD
I’m aware of that. She known to 
bite people in the past?




Spaniels have a tendency to be very 
temperamental, and Ms. Rose says 
she’s been bitten a few times.
16.
JOHN
Ms. Rose has dementia.
LANDLORD
So that makes her a liar? 
JOHN
Have you ever seen my dog bite 
anyone?
LANDLORD
I’ve seen him antagonize a few 
cats.
JOHN
Lady’s a she, actually, and it’s 
the cats that -
There’s a sound of FEET WALKING ON GRAVEL.




Thought I heard something.
John turns back to face the landlord. 
LANDLORD
Bottom line: watch that dog. You’re 
already on thin ice, Danes. 
John reluctantly nods. Heads back to his truck. He gets in 
and revs up the engine.
As he pulls away, we see that something is moving under his 
jacket. . .
INT. CAR - DAY
Marcus drives. Rachel lies in the back, toying with a small 









We’re not gonna need that. I 
brought my piece.
RACHEL
Yeah? More reason for me to take 
it. You don’t know how to shoot 
good.
MARCUS
Probably don’t even need nothing.  
She been in the water for, what, an 
hour? Two hours, maybe? Nobody’s  
gonna be there.  
Rachel rolls her eyes. Surveys the empty road.  
RACHEL
Can we have some music or 
something? This is boring. 
MARCUS
No. Music takes your mind off of  
it. You need to be focused. Just in 
case. 
She lies back down. They travel on in silence for a while. 
Then Rachel sits back up. 
RACHEL
Hey. . .if somebody is there?  
Let me do ‘em.
Marcus eyes her nervously before returning his attention to 
the road.
INT. SIMON’S HOME - KITCHEN
Lou drinks from a beer bottle. Simon, his back to Lou,  
prepares some food. 
LOU 
You sure about this?
SIMON 
(without turning) 
Sure about what? 
LOU 
You know. . .sending them alone.  
Simon turns to him now, studying Lou’s face for a second. He  
turns back around to slice vegetables.
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SIMON
They’ll be fine. In-and-out job. 
LOU
But what if somebody does show up? 
Simon ignores him. Lou begins to speak, but he stops himself. 
He downs the last of his beer. Spins the empty bottle for a 
beat.
LOU (CONT’D)
I know he’s your brother, but let’s 
call a spade a spade. He’s a fuck-  
up.
He looks to Simon for a response. He doesn’t get one.
LOU (CONT’D)
And that hothead. . .I don’t know, 
she makes me ner -
SIMON
(turning to face him)






You’ve obviously got something to 
say. So stop stalling and spit it 
out. 
LOU
I don’t trust Marcus. I don’t trust 
Rachel. And I damn sure don’t trust 




He returns to chopping vegetables. Lou eyes him for a beat.
LOU
That’s it? “Yeah”? You’re inviting 
two halfwits to steal from us, they 
probably will steal from us, and   
your response is to turn around and 
chop some fucking tomatoes?
19.
Simon has a quiet laugh.
LOU (CONT’D)
I don’t understand you. Why would  
you even give them the chance to ---
Simon places a silver 9mm handgun on the kitchen counter. He 
gently slides it to Lou, who stares at it for a while before 
making eye contact with Simon. 
SIMON
If it’ll make you feel more 
comfortable. . .
Simon grabs a plate and begins to serve himself. Lou 
considers for a minute.
Then he grabs the gun.
EXT. ROAD - NIGHT
John’s truck pulls off on the side of the road. After a  
while, he kills the engine.
INT. JOHN’S TRUCK 
He retrieves the revolver from behind his pants. Inspects the 
chamber. It’s fully loaded. He places it back behind his 
pants. 
He takes one long deep breath. Then he exits the vehicle.
EXT. POND
John approaches the edge of the bank. He looks down. It’s 
darker now, but the dead woman is still visible.
John pulls out the envelope from one of his side pockets. He  
looks around the area. Nobody’s there. 
Carefully, he bends down, dropping the envelope into the 
water. It floats. He searches for something around him. Then 
he finds a rock, placing it on the envelope. 
It sinks, right next to the woman’s stomach.
JOHN
I’m sorry.
We hear a loud CLICK. John freezes. Slowly, he turns to his 
right. 
20.
Marcus points a .45 automatic right at him. He’s visibly 
shaking. Rachel gapes at John, her mouth completely open.
RACHEL
Holy shit, we got one! 










John shakes his head. 
MARCUS (CONT’D)  
Who are you! 
JOHN
No one. I. . .I didn’t see 
anything. 
RACHEL 
Shoot him! He’s lying!
Marcus hesitates. 
RACHEL (CONT’D) 
Shoot him - Oh, let me do it! 
She reaches for the gun. Marcus resists. They begin to fight   
over the weapon. 
John begins to back up. Marcus notices. He pushes Rachel off 
of him and takes aim. 
The sound of APPROACHING FEET.
Everyone’s attention turns to the wooded area in front of the 
pond. Marcus aims in that direction.
Soon after, Sally slowly makes her way down. She stops when  








You pushed me right into a rock!
MARCUS
Get that little bitch so I can 
finish this!
Marcus makes his way for John, who slips as he backs up. 
JOHN
Please. . .don’t. . .
MARCUS
I have to do this. 
Rachel approaches Sally.
RACHEL




Sally reaches behind her back and points her pistol straight 
at Rachel.
RACHEL
Hey! She’s got a gu -
Sally fires. Rachel grabs her right arm. . .and faints.
Marcus turns to Sally now. She freezes. He points the gun 
straight at her stomach. 
He’s swiftly tackled by John, whose revolver slips from 
behind his pants. Sally notices. Promptly picks it up.
The men continue to fight. Finally, Marcus has the upper 
hand, knocking John on the chin with a rock. He points his  
gun at John’s head. 
SALLY
NO!!!
She fires. . .from John’s gun. 
Marcus remains motionless for a moment. His gun falls to the 
ground. Blood begins to stream from his nose. Then his chest. 
His eyes roll back, and he crashes into the water.
22.
John is frozen. He lets out an awkward breath before turning 





She doesn’t react. He calmly takes her hand. Collects both 
guns. He begins to turn when he notices Rachel opening her 
eyes. She spots him. Doesn’t move. 
John shakes as he takes aim at her. She closes her eyes. 
Nothing happens. She opens them. John and Sally are gone.
She checks the pond, finds Marcus’s lifeless body next to the 
young woman’s. She then looks to her arm. There’s nothing 
there. She scans the area, stumbles upon a rock lying a few  
feet in front of her.
INT. JOHN’S TRUCK 
John drives cautiously. He alternates between watching the 
road and watching Sally. She’s completely still.   





I. . .I don’t know what. . .
Suddenly, Sally’s hands both reach for her mouth. She appears 




John quickly swerves, nearly hitting another vehicle. As soon 
he parks, the passenger’s door shoots open. Sally jumps out 
and can only make it a few feet before vomiting. 
INT. JOHN’S TRUCK 
John watches. Helpless. He closes his eyes, then sets his  
head on the steering wheel, shaking it.
23.
EXT. POND
Rachel tears her shirt. Muddies her face. She then picks up a 
rock. Hesitates. Finally, she smacks herself across the face. 
Hard.
Then she does it again. Spits out some blood. 
We hear a nearby vehicle PULLING ONTO THE SIDE OF THE ROAD. 
Rachel freezes.
She lies on the ground. Closes her eyes.
Soon after, a flashlight is seen. It gets closer. Finally, we 
see who’s holding it: Lou. 
His eyes widen when he takes in the scene.
LOU
Oh, fuck, I told him!




Lou turns to his right and finds Rachel. He slumps down and 




There. . .there were people here.
LOU 
I gathered that. Who were they? Did 
you recognize them?
RACHEL
I don’t. . .I don’t think so.  
Lou shines the flashlight into Rachel’s mouth.
LOU
They really did a number on you. 
Some of your teeth are gone. 
Rachel quickly closes her mouth. Something comes to Lou. He 
stands. Returns to the bank. He grabs a stick and pokes  
around the young woman’s corpse. 
24.
Then he grabs Marcus’s body and pulls him onto the bank. 
Checks his pockets. Tosses him back into the water.
LOU (CONT’D) 
Where’s the money?
Rachel spits up blood, then turns away from him. He grabs her 
head forcefully and jerks her face back. 
LOU (CONT’D)
Where’s the money, Rachel!
RACHEL
I saw a guy put the envelope in the 
water. 
LOU
Yeah. An envelope. With no money in 
it.
RACHEL
They. . .must’ve took it then.
He grabs his own head and shakes it. Then he lowers his hands 




If I pat you down, am I gonna find 
that money?
RACHEL
What’re you talking about? Do you 
see what they did to me?   
LOU
Rachel, I’m giving you fair 
warning. 
He reveals the handgun. She reacts. Then looks up to him.
RACHEL 
Check if you don’t believe me. 
He immediately does, searching all of her pockets. He turns  
her over. Digs into her pants. Retrieves her knife. 
He removes her shoes. Her socks. He rips open her shirt. Digs 




Are you finished, you fucking
pervert?
He begins to button up her shirt.   
INT. JOHN’S APARTMENT
The door glides open. The light flicks on. Lady jumps up and 
races to Sally, who heads for the couch without the slightest 
hint of life. She sits down quietly and stares at the blank 
television screen.
John stares at her for a while. Sally doesn’t move a muscle, 
even as Lady playfully licks her face.
John closes the door. His hands rest on the cross rails for a 
while. 
He slowly makes his way for the couch. He considers planting 
himself beside Sally. He thinks better of it. He moves over 
slightly, then finally sits.
He concentrates on the floor. Then he turns to her. She’s 
still staring straight ahead. Not moving. Barely blinking. 
He attempts to place an arm around her, but he stops short.  
The two sit in silence for some time.
JOHN
I thought I might need real bullets 
for this. . .in case things got 
dangerous.
He removes the revolver from the back of his pants and sets 
it down on the table in front of them. 
JOHN (CONT’D)
I didn’t know you came with me. 
He turns to her. Sally faces him.
JOHN (CONT’D)
I. . .really wish you hadn’t come.
Sally returns to staring at the television screen.
JOHN (CONT’D)
But if you weren’t there. . .I’d  
probably be. . .you know. . .
He takes her left hand and holds it with both of his.
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JOHN (CONT’D)
Thank you. . .
She faces him again.
JOHN (CONT’D)
For saving my life.
EXT. POND - DAY
The sun is up. Lou stands near the bank, gazing into the 
water. Rachel is bundled up on the ground. Fighting off 
sleep. 
Her eyes shut. Her head begins to drop. She catches herself. 
Wakes up.  
RACHEL
Why couldn’t we just go to his  
place and come back again?
Still watching the water, Lou shrugs.
RACHEL (CONT’D)
And why can’t I sit in your much   
warmer car?
LOU
I don’t want my car smelling like  
you. 
RACHEL 
After getting a handful of tits and 
ass, you’re seriously going to 
stand over there and complain? 
LOU 
I already apologized for that.
RACHEL
Fixing my shirt after grabbing me  
with your Sasquatch hands is “I’m 
sorry?” 
Lou laughs.  
LOU
Fine. I’m sorry.





Sounds like the cavalry’s here. 
Rachel shakes slightly.
Leaves RUFFLE and sticks CRACK until Simon finally makes his 
way down the hill. 
As he walks by Rachel, he glares at her. She immediately 
faces the ground.
He arrives near Lou without acknowledging him and immediately  





. . .no you’re not. 
LOU
Well, what do you want me to say?
SIMON
(facing Rachel)
It’s not you I really want to hear 
from right now.




He. . .already searched me.
SIMON
Stand. Up.   
She obeys. Simon looks her over. He scans her cuts. Her hair. 
SIMON (CONT’D)
So let me here this again, as plain  
as humanly possible. What happened?
RACHEL 
We was. . .me and Marcus. . .we was 








I don’t care about the fucking ride 
up here. What happened. Here.   
RACHEL
Some guy had took the money. When  
we got here, he was sticking the  
envelope back in the bitch’s     
clothes.
SIMON




Describe him.   
RACHEL
Black. Maybe. . .I don’t know. . .     




Nah. That’s how come they got the  
jump on us. We thought it was just   
him. But it was him and someone 
else. And. . .and maybe another 
person, too. 
Simon and Lou share a look. 
SIMON 
Rachel, was it two people or three?   
RACHEL
I. . .I can’t say for sure. I 
definitely saw two.  
SIMON
Then if you saw two, I think it’s  
safe to assume that’s how many  
there were. That’s typically how 
eyewitness accounts work.  
Simon begins surveying the area. 
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SIMON (CONT’D) 
Keep going. How’d they get you on   
the ground?
RACHEL
One of the other guys punched me. 
He hit me so hard some of my teeth 
came out.
SIMON 
Yes, I noticed that. That must’ve
hurt.
He takes Rachel’s right hand and examines it. Eyes the side 
of her face. Then he walks toward the bank. 
SIMON (CONT’D)  
And this guy was black, too?  
RACHEL
Yep. He was much bigger, though.
Simon stands directly in front of her now, holding a muddy   
rock. He looks at it, then Rachel.  
SIMON 
Didn’t you have your knife on you?  
RACHEL
Well. . .yeah, but they rushed me  
so fast. . .
He stares at her. She struggles to maintain eye contact.
SIMON
Rachel, I have to be honest with 
you. I think you’re lying to me.
She freezes.
RACHEL
I. . .ain’t lyin’. I swear.
SIMON
Uh huh.  
He holds her hand and stares at her. She doesn’t move. 
Then, he grabs her by the throat, dragging her to the edge of 
the bank. 
In one swift motion, he dunks her head into the water, 
leaving it there for several seconds before bringing her back 
up.
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Then he does it again. She gasps violently.
SIMON (CONT’D) 
One more time now. What happened?
RACHEL
I. . .I’m sor - Please! There’s  
snakes in here! 
SIMON
Then maybe you should avoid making 
more shit up.
RACHEL
Marcus found this guy but couldn’t 
shoot him! I tried to but he 
wouldn’t let me! Then some little 
girl came out of the woods and shot  
at me! And. . .I fainted! When I 
woke up Marcus was dead! Please,  
fuck, I see one swimming around in 
there!
Simon pulls her back. She falls on her head, alternating 
between coughing and crying.
SIMON
Shot at you? 
RACHEL







So this whole getting-punched-in- 
the-face business. . .? 
RACHEL
. . .I was. . .embarrassed. 
LOU
Well, yeah, it’s not everyday you  





How do I know you didn’t kill 
Marcus? You two weren’t exactly 
best friends.
RACHEL
I. . .I didn’t. . .




. . .please. . .
LOU
She is our only way of finding out 
who these people are, Simon. And 
I’d like to know who stole from us.
Simon maintains his position for a beat. Rachel closes her  
eyes. 
A SHOT.
She flinches. . .slowly opens her eyes. . .
SIMON
(aiming) 
Next one connects. Last time I’m 
asking nicely. Who are we looking 
for? 
INT. JOHN’S APARTMENT 
John, sitting at a table, lights a candle he’s placed in one  
of Sally’s cupcakes. He digs into one of his pockets and 
pulls out a candy bar.
He moves toward the couch. Sally lies with her back to him. 
JOHN
(singing)
Happy birthday, to you. . .
He comes around and sees she’s awake. Eyes wide open. She 
still looks emotionless. 
John’s smile fades. 
JOHN (CONT’D)
Did you get to sleep any?
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(offering her the cupcake)
Here.
She considers. Finally takes it. Plays with the frosting. 
JOHN (CONT’D)
You wanna go out to eat? We should. 
Eleven’s a big deal. You know what 
I did when I was eleven?
Sally studies him for a beat. Then shakes her head.
JOHN (CONT’D)
I made myself sick eating a whole 
lot of pizza. Want to?
Sally considers. Shrugs her shoulders.
EXT. JOHN’S TRUCK




John stops. Groans. He turns to find the landlord approaching 
him, carrying several hard paper copies.
LANDLORD





Yes! This again! Last evening, it 
seems, you thought it’d be a good 
idea to let that little mutt run 
around and shit all over the 
premises?
JOHN
My daughter’s standing right here.
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LANDLORD
Great. Then she’ll know why you 
were evicted.
JOHN
It’s her birthday, man. 
LANDLORD
Irrelevant information. I want that 
dog gone. Or all of you. I don’t 
really care.
JOHN
Wait a minute - 
LANDLORD
No. I’ve made up my mind.
The landlord turns to walk away. John digs into his pockets. 
Pulls out a few dollars. 
JOHN
Here! Think of it as an advance.
The landlord turns to him.
LANDLORD
You can’t buy your way out -
He stares at the money for a long time. Slowly looks to John.
LANDLORD (CONT’D)
I don’t know how you got this, but 
it just saved your ass for the last 
time. You hear me? The last time. 
John nods. Enters his truck. The landlord begins to walk 
away, counting the money.
INT. JOHN’S TRUCK
Sally steps inside. Immediately glares at John. He looks away 
from her as he starts up the car.
Finally, he turns to her.
JOHN
We need it. . .I had to. . .
She faces the front. John does the same.
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EXT. JOHN’S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS 
The truck pulls off.
As the landlord makes his way for his booth, something about 
the money catches his eye. He takes a closer look. Several of 
the dollars sport noticeable red drops. 
EXT. POND - DAY
Two fishermen cast out as their boat drifts in the middle of 
the pond. One of their lines almost makes it to the bank.
FISHERMAN #1 begins to reel in his line. The rod bends. 
Whatever’s on it is giving him trouble.
FISHERMAN #2 notices. He steers the boat towards the bank. As 
they get closer, they notice something sticking out of the 
water. 
Could be a turtle. Or a log. Or a rock. 
They’re close enough to see now. Both jump back at the sight. 
It’s a head. Marcus’s head.
FISHERMAN #2
Oh, sweet Christ. . . 
Fisherman #1 sees what his friend has already spotted: 
another body not too far from Marcus. The young woman’s.
LATER 
Police are on the scene. One middle-aged DETECTIVE commands 
the crew.
A young FEMALE OFFICER directs his attention to the young 
woman, who is now lying face-up on the shore.
FEMALE OFFICER 
As you can see, clear laceration 
marks all along her torso and back 
area. I believe the count was 33.
DETECTIVE




She presents the detective with a knife inside a clear 
plastic bag. Rachel’s knife. 
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FEMALE OFFICER (CONT’D)
Likely John Doe took out our Jane  
Doe before he got his.
The detective takes the bag.
DETECTIVE
Well that’s handy. 
FEMALE OFFICER 
Thinking murder-suicide? 
The detective notices something on Marcus. He bends down, 
unbuttons his shirt slightly, revealing a large bullet wound 
in Marcus’s stomach. 
He gets on the ground, pretending to shoot himself in the 
exact same spot Marcus was hit. Shakes his head.
DETECTIVE




The detective gets to his feet. A PORTLY OFFICER scoops 
something out of the water.
PORTLY OFFICER
I think I found something! 
EXT. PIZZA RESTAURANT
John brings over a large pizza. Sally and Lady sit in an 
outside booth, watching him.
JOHN
I would’ve preferred to eat inside. 
But they weren’t too crazy about 
the idea of serving dogs.
He places the food down and sits. He serves Sally’s plate. 
Then his. 
She just stares at it. He takes her hands and cups them in 
his.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Hey. . . 
She looks to him now.
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JOHN (CONT’D)
It wasn’t your fault. You didn’t 
know. 
Sally grabs her face with both of her hands and, finally, 
sobs. Deep, painful cries. John comes over and puts his arms 
around her, rocking her back and forth.
Lady helps herself to the pizza.
EXT. LANDLORD’S OFFICE




. . .lice have recovered two bodies  
from a pond near Greenville. Both 
murders are believed to have taken 
place yesterday. . .




One officer recovered a single 
Smith & Wesson shell casing from 
the scene. . .
As the report continues, the landlord’s attention drifts to 
his left hand, the hand holding that money with the strange 
red dots.
He lifts his head, eyeing the floor where John resides.
INT. JOHN’S APARTMENT
The landlord enters the apartment. Turns on the light. He 
inspects the room: the table, the couch, the floors. 
Nothing. 
He begins to leave, then he thinks of something. He quickly 
makes his way over to John’s trash can. He pulls out the 
cupcake container. A few napkins.
Then he retrieves a small box. A black box. Written in large 
font are some very telling letters: “S&W.” 
The landlord’s eyes widen.
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EXT. JOHN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT
John’s vehicle pulls into the apartment complex. The driver’s 
door opens. Out steps John, carrying both Sally and Lady. He 
makes his way up the stairs.
As he nears his room, the door opens. Out walks the landlord. 
John appears confused. The landlord wears a serious face.
JOHN
What? I took her with me this time!
The landlord continues to stare at him. He presents John with 
the S&W box. 
Then we hear SIRENS. They’re getting closer.  
John freezes.
LANDLORD
I was going to ask, but your face 
just gave it away.
They stare at each other for a beat. John opens his mouth to 
speak.
LANDLORD (CONT’D)
If I were you, I’d probably run. 
John quickly rushes down the stairs and dashes for his car. 
The landlord watches.
John hurriedly sets Sally and Lady in his truck. Then gets in 
himself. He backs out and drives out of the complex.
Just as he exits, two squad cars enter. Four policemen 
immediately exit their vehicles. 
The landlord flags them down. They meet him outside of John’s 
room.
POLICEMAN #1




This is the apartment where I found 
this.





No. They left. I don’t think 
they’re coming back.
Three officers enter the room. The landlord stares at the now 
empty spot that used to belong to John’s truck.
POLICEMAN #1
Sir? Can you give me the make and 
model of the suspect’s vehicle?
INT. SIMON’S HOME
Rachel struggles to eat while Simon stares at her. Lou, arms 
folded, is asleep in a nearby chair.
Rachel takes a piece of bread. Chews it carefully. She 
winces. 
Rubs her neck. It’s clearly bruised. Purple.
She looks up to see Simon glaring at her. She doesn’t turn 
away from him.
SIMON
You think I went overboard, huh?
She ignores him. Attempts to eat some sliced chicken. It 
doesn’t quite fit neatly inside her mouth.
SIMON (CONT’D)
Well, maybe I did. But I bet you 
won’t ever lie to me again, will 
you?
She tries to eat it again. Winces. 




She considers. Hands him the knife. He begins cutting her 
chicken pieces into even smaller chicken pieces.
SIMON (CONT’D)
Some people like to think you can 
exist in this line of work and  
be. . .what’s the word I’m looking 
for? Diplomatic. Right?
She stares at him.
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SIMON (CONT’D)
And that’s certainly preferable. 
But you don’t last very long at 
anything by being nice. Eventually, 
you have to put other people in 
their place. You can’t be a good 
teacher without ever disciplining 
your students. Can’t be a good 
parent if you let your kids walk 
all over you. Can’t run for 
president unless you’re willing to 
attack someone else’s character. 
For better or worse, it’s just how 
life works.
He stops chopping. Helps himself to one piece. Then he scoops 
up a few others with the fork and points it at Rachel.
She attempts to grab it. He pulls back slightly.
SIMON (CONT’D)
Uh uh. I got you.
She appears taken aback. Reluctantly, slowly, she opens her 
mouth.
Simon carefully glides the fork into her mouth and releases 
once she’s got the food. She chews cautiously. 
Simon sets the fork down on the plate and slides it over to 
Rachel. He places his hands under his chin and watches as she 
attempts to feed herself.
SIMON (CONT’D)
I must say. . .
(pointing to his cheek) 
I admire the commitment. But I’m 
guessing you’re regretting that 
decision right about now.
She concentrates on her eating. Simon smiles. 
After a while. . .
RACHEL
My fingerprints on that knife.
No response. She faces him.
SIMON
Is that a question?
RACHEL
You want me to get caught. 
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SIMON
Now why would I want that? For my 
lone eyewitness, no less.
She takes another bite. Considers for a moment.
RACHEL
Are you going to kill me?
Simon takes his time responding. 
SIMON
Just help us find the people who 
robbed us.
EXT. WOODS - NIGHT
John’s truck pulls into a secluded area. He kills the lights. 
Then the engne.
INT. JOHN’S TRUCK
He sighs deeply. Stares ahead blankly. Shaking his head.
Audible SNIFFLES.
He turns his head. Sally, grabbing Lady tightly, cries. He 
moves to comfort her. She moves away from him.
JOHN
I’m sorry. . .
She curls up with her dog and turns away from John 
completely. He begins to reach for her, but he stops himself. 
He rests his ahead against the glass.
INT. DINER - DAY
Rachel drinks a cup of coffee. A waitress brings a plate full 
of pancakes. Lou attacks his food.








Simon emerges from a stall and begins washing his hands. As 
he reaches for a paper towel, he notices something. Leans in 
for a better look.
INT. DINER
Lou’s food is completely gone. He BURPS. Rachel shakes her 
head.
Lou moves over. Simon slides in next to him, studying a 
newspaper.
Lou and Rachel watch him. 








The little girl you said shot at 
you.
RACHEL
Um. . .Sar. .Sarah? No. Sally. 
(a little too loud)
Sally!
Some patrons eye their table. Lou scares them off with a 




Yes. It was definitely Sally.




A newspaper clipping with the following headline: “Father, 
daughter suspected of double homicide”
There are photos of John and Sally, their names written 




Oh shit. That’s them.
Lou extends his hand, wanting the paper. Rachel appears to be 
completely immersed in what she’s reading.
RACHEL (CONT’D)
Eleven years old? Jesus, I didn’t  
realize she was so young. . .






The less you know, the better.
Off her confused look:
SIMON (CONT’D)
It makes the whole. . .unpleasant 
process easier. Trust me. 
Lou turns his attention to the photos. Laughs to himself.
LOU
You let this little bitch get the 
jump on you? Christ. 
He looks up at her. She studies her coffee cup.
LOU (CONT’D)
(to Simon)
So what’s the plan?
INSERT:




Simon turns to Rachel. Smiles.
EXT. LANKFORD APARTMENTS
The landlord holds a porn magazine in one hand. In the other, 
a fork with a piece of chicken quesadilla. A shadow falls 
over the image of a naked young woman. 
LANDLORD
(looking up)
Can I help you with something?
Rachel’s wearing a shirt that shows off her cleavage. The 
landlord’s look of concern evaporates. She rubs her neck as 
she speaks, covering it completely. 
LANDLORD (CONT’D)
Because I’d be more than happy to, 
sugar.
RACHEL
Hi. I’m friends with John. John 
Danes? I haven’t heard from him in  
a few days. It’s not like him to go 
this long without calling me. 
She leans in a little closer. 
RACHEL (CONT’D)
I’m a little worried, to be honest. 
The landlord stares at her for some time. He struggles to 
keep his eyes on her face.
LANDLORD
Unfortunately, he’s no longer a 
resident here. I guess you don’t 
read the papers. 
RACHEL





I’ll be really quick. I just need 




Well I doubt it. Police pretty much 
cleaned the place out. 
RACHEL
Uh. . .well I -
LANDLORD
(cupping her free hand in 
his)
Look, you seem like a very nice 
girl. Too good for that lowlife 




But I can’t just let any pretty 
piece of ass waltz into a room 
whenever they feel like it. 
Especially a room that’s got cops 
interested.
The sound of two car doors SLAMMING. 
This startles Rachel.  She drops her other hand. The landlord 
notices her bruised neck.
LANDLORD (CONT’D)
What happened there, honey?
She immediately covers it with her hands.
RACHEL
Oh. It’s. . .
SIMON
She’s fine.
The landlord lets go of Rachel’s hands. Simon and Lou have 
emerged now. The landlord eyes them nervously. 
LANDLORD







Let’s not do this little dance.  
You’ve had your fun. You eye-fucked  
a pretty girl half your age. Just 
answer me. 
LANDLORD
Sir, I don’t even know who the fuck
you are.
Simon leans in close to the landlord. Maybe a little too 
close. The landlord notices his scar. 
SIMON
Would you like to get to know me?
He hesitates. The gravity of the situation is sinking in. . .
SIMON (CONT’D)
I think you know why we’re here. So 
let’s stop playing games and cut to 
the chase. Either I leave here with 
a vital piece of information. Or I 
leave here with a vital piece of 
something else. 
The landlord flusters for a beat.
SIMON (CONT’D) 
Your call. Fat man.
EXT. WOODS
John’s truck sits in a secluded area. 
His car door opens. Out jumps Lady. John follows.
She picks out a certain spot and relieves herself. John looks 
around. He does the same.
Lady watches him.
JOHN
What? You’re the only one that can 
be shameless about it?
He finishes. Looks around for a bit.
JOHN (CONT’D)
I don’t know about you, but I could 
use a little toilet paper for the 
drip.
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He scans the area. His grin fades when he lands on something. 
He bends down. Takes a good look. His eyes widen.  
Bear tracks. Fresh ones. 
He zips up his fly, grabs Lady and races for the truck. Sally 
is just beginning to stir inside.
INT. JOHN’S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS 
John practically jumps inside his vehicle, still holding 
Lady. 
Sally appears startled. She watches John with a puzzled 
expression on her face.
JOHN
(without looking at her)
I don’t think we’re safe here.
He backs up and begins driving out of the woods.  
INT. BASEMENT
The landlord’s hands are tied behind his back. He’s on his 
knees, his face a bloody mess.
Lou hovers over him. Lots of fresh red on his hands. 
Simon and Rachel watch from afar. He smokes a cigarette. 
She’s completely absorbed in the beating, eating what’s left 
of the landlord’s quesadilla. 
From the looks of it, this has been going on for a while now.
SIMON
Still nothing?
The landlord struggles to speak.
LANDLORD
I. . .I already told you I don’t 
know anything.
Lou spits. Prepares to strike another blow.
LANDLORD (CONT’D)
Wait! Wait! Their car! He’s got a 
truck! I know the license num -
He’s punched hard across the face. 
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SIMON
You already gave us that, remember? 
Come on, landlord. Think. Places  
they go. People they visit.
LANDLORD
I don’t - I don’t know what - they 
didn’t. . .really have a. . .
wait, I. . .uh -
Rachel shakes her head as she watches. Her fists tighten up. 
LOU
Spit it out, goddammit! What!
LANDLORD
I. . .uh. . .I don’t know if. . .
maybe. . .maybe if they -
He SCREAMS IN AGONY.
A dull fork sticks through his palm, bits of chicken 
quesadilla now mixing with human blood.  
RACHEL 
Say something fucking useful! 
LOU 
What are you doing?
Lou shoves her away. She falls on the ground. Hard. Lou 
begins to remove the fork from the landlord’s hand,      
when. . . 
LANDLORD
I might have heard him mention  
taking her to the park once or 
twice! The one by Town Park or 
Regional Park, I don’t know which! 
It was a long time ago! I don’t 
even know if they ever go! Please, 
it fucking hurts! 
Lou eyes him, then turns to Simon, who nods. Lou casually 
removes the fork from the landlord’s hand.  
He then turns to Rachel. She’s looking up at him. Defiant. He 
throws the knife at her. She tries to turn away in time. It 







You don’t run this. We do. 
Simon is approaching Lou. A 9mm handgun is visible now. 
SIMON
Although. . .her methods did seem 
to produce the kind of results we 
were after. Didn’t they, Lou? Hmm.  
Isn’t that interesting. 
She appears scared now. Simon stands directly in front of the 






And watch his eyes.
LANDLORD
What are -
A SHOT rings out. The landlord’s head falls back as blood 
sprays against the wall.  
Neither Simon nor Lou flinches. Rachel starts at the sound.
SIMON
(calmly) 
Watch his eyes, Rachel.
She turns slowly. We now see that some of the blood splashed  
onto the side of her face. 
She watches until the landlord’s body stops twitching. His  
eyes are now completely blank. 
SIMON (CONT’D)
Next time, you’ll do it.







She shakes her head. 
EXT. GAS STATION - DAY
John’s truck pulls next to an empty pump. He kills the 
engine.
INT. JOHN’S TRUCK
John turns to Sally.
JOHN
Be right back.
He opens his door. Just as he attempts to step out, Sally 
grabs his arm.
She shakes her head.
JOHN (CONT’D)
I won’t be long. I promise.
She shakes her head again.
JOHN (CONT’D)
I’ll keep my head down. We got 
almost no gas and we need something 
to eat. I’ll be quick.
She considers. Reluctantly, Sally releases her grip. He 
throws her a reassuring smile. Closes the door.
Sally watches, anxious, as John makes his way inside. . .
INT. GAS STATION
John enters, head down. The CLERK, a Chinese man in his 60s, 
briefly looks up from reading his newspaper before returning 
to the front page.







He makes his way for the. . .
COUNTER
His head still facing down, he presents the clerk with all of 
his items.  
The clerk shuffles over to the cash register, and he begins 
pricing John’s purchases.
JOHN
(handing the clerk some 
cash)
Plus twenty on number two.
The clerk takes the money. 
John turns his head slightly and begins to eye the clerk’s 
newspaper. 
And then he sees it: plastered on the front page, a photo of 
himself. And Sally.
Suddenly, the transaction stops. No more fingers pressing 
buttons. No BOOPING noise from the cash register.
Just silence. Uncomfortable, eerie silence.
Slowly, John raises his head.
The clerk, shaking, holds the cash in his hands. The dollars 
sport what is obviously dried blood.
He and John lock eyes. The clerk’s attention drifts to the 
mug shots on the front page of the paper. Then back to John.
Neither man moves. Neither man blinks. 
Then in an instant, John digs into his pockets. The clerk 
ducks.
John retrieves his weapon, but a little too quickly. He 
fumbles it, and the gun falls to the floor.
The clerk emerges from the ground, a large shotgun in hand.  
John races out of the gas station with one or two items.
A SHOT.
EXT. GAS STATION - CONTINOUS 
The glass shatters. John drops the remaining items. 
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INT. JOHN’S TRUCK
Sally jumps up and down, panicked.
John quickly opens the door and jumps in. Just as he does, 
the driver’s window EXPLODES.
Sally SCREAMS. Lady BARKS. The clerk stands outside of his 




Sally obeys, crying. John blindly backs out of the gas 
station with his head down.  
Another SHOT. This one takes out the front glass. 
Finally, the truck maneuvers away from the station and onto 
the road. The clerk follows it for some time before simply 
watching from the street.
EXT. EAST TOWN PARK - DAY
John’s truck pulls into an area where it’s easily hidden by 
trees.
INT. JOHN’S TRUCK - CONTINOUS 
He kills the engine. Turns to Sally. She’s shaking and 
quietly crying. Lady appears a little rattled, too.
John reaches out to Sally. She quickly pulls away from him.
JOHN
You. . .there’s some glass in your 
hair.
Sally feels her head. Eyes what’s in her hands. John’s  
right.
He gestures for her to slide over to him. Eventually, she 
does.
He begins picking more pieces of glass out of her hair. Lady 
watches for a while, then moves into John’s lap.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Okay. You’ll be next.
52.
I./E. JOHN’S TRUCK
John attempts to cover the now glassless front area with a 
sort of flimsy plastic sheet. So far, it doesn’t seem to be 
holding.
Sally has the pizza box opened. She’s already eating a slice. 
After a few bites, she looks up. She retrieves another piece 
and holds it up for John.
He shakes his head.
JOHN
No, you and Lady dig in. I’ll be 
okay. 
Sally hands the pizza to Lady, who wastes no time in 
attacking it. 
John scans the outside area around him.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Hell, we’re at a lake. Maybe I can 
spear a fish. 
He picks up a tiny, skinny stick. As he pulls his hand back 




Hey! There she is! Nice to see you 
again, Sally Danes.
She shakes her head. 
John takes in the area. Considers something for a beat. Then 
he has a small laugh to himself.
JOHN (CONT’D)
It’s ironic, isn’t it? 
Sally looks up, confused.
JOHN (CONT’D)
We got all this money, and we can’t 
use it anywhere.
Sally’s grin fades. So does John’s. 
53.
EXT. CHAMPLAIN TOWNE PARK - AFTERNOON
A silver Yaris pulls in. Stops. Out steps Simon. Then Lou. 
Then Rachel.
They each look around for a bit.
RACHEL
So. . .what is we doing, exactly?
SIMON
What we is doing, Rachel, is 
checking out our tip. Man said Town 
Park. This is the closest one. 
Gotta be this one.
He and Lou begin scanning the area. Rachel stares at them, 
dumbfounded.
RACHEL
Um, he said maybe a Town Park or a 
Regional Park. And he didn’t say 





What the fuck is we even doing? 
Sniffing ‘em out like crime dogs? 
They gonna come running out the 
woods saying, “You caught us?”
Lou and Simon share a look. They don’t hide their agitation.
RACHEL (CONT’D)
And it’s like, what, fifty-six 
Regional Parks and Town Parks in 
this whole city? We gonna check all 
of them out?
SIMON





Simon calmly approaches her.
54.
SIMON
I’m sorry, did you have other plans  
this evening?  
She backs up slightly. 
RACHEL
No, it’s just. . .Simon, come on. 
This don’t make a lot of sense.
SIMON
Well, let me remind you. If you 
hadn’t fainted when some child 
presented you with her BB gun, we 
probably wouldn’t be out here.
RACHEL
. . .it wasn’t a BB gun. 
SIMON
Regardless, stop bitching and start 
helping.
He joins Lou. They spread out and begin looking around the 
area. Rachel does the same in another section.
After a while, she sighs and joins the boys.
RACHEL
We shouldn’t’ve kilt that landlord.




At least not like how we did. I 
don’t know. Maybe we coulda used 
him to point out the right park to 
us. Then we coulda done him.
LOU
He was a liability. Liabilities 




Rachel, we have a lot of ground to 
cover in a short amount of time. As 
far as I know, only the three of us 
know about the parks. Not the cops. 
55.
(MORE)
So we need to try and check out as 
many of them as we can before they 
get wise. Okay?
RACHEL
I’m. . .I’m sorry, Simon.
SIMON
It’s okay.
Just as he begins to turn around. . .
RACHEL
But this whole idea is fucking
stupid.
Simon freezes. So does Lou. Slowly, Simon turns to face 
Rachel. She shakes a little.
He stares at her for a long time. 
Then. . .
SIMON
Yeah. I guess you’re right.
She laughs nervously.
RACHEL
I. . .I am?
SIMON




They share a laugh.
SIMON
Of course, it’s not quite as stupid 
as letting a little girl rob us of 
our hard-earned money.
Rachel’s smile fades. Simon’s doesn’t.
SIMON (CONT’D)
Right?
For a long while, they can only stare at each other.
Then, in a flash, Simon’s right fist connects with Rachel’s 
mouth, sending her on her back.
56.
SIMON (CONT'D)
Before she can react, Simon is on top of her, pummelling her 
with punch after punch after punch. She tries to escape, but 
he overpowers her. Easily. 
She cries in pain. Lou watches from afar, a smile slowly 
making its way across his face. 
INT. JOHN’S TRUCK - AFTERNOON
The plastic sheet covering all the broken windows isn’t 
perfect, but it’ll do.
John counts the remaining money. He sighs, then turns to 
Sally. She’s cuddled up next to Lady, fast asleep. He smiles. 
Returns back to counting.
He sniffs the air. Something stinks. He turns to see Lady 
staring at Sally.
JOHN
Tell me you didn’t. . .
Lady barks. John spots some vomit in front of her. Some of 
it’s still in her coat. 
JOHN (CONT’D)
Forgot. You’re not supposed to eat 
pizza, are you?
He hesitates, then smells it. That’s not where the stench is 
coming from.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Oh God, what is that?





She wakes up, looking pale.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Did you. . .have an accident?
She sniffs herself. Suddenly, she grabs her mouth, but it’s 








He opens his door.
EXT. JOHN’S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS
Lady hops out. John exits and races to the passenger’s side, 
where he promptly opens Sally’s door. He grabs her. Some 
vomit lands on his clothes. He doesn’t seem to notice. Or 
care.
He pulls Sally out and gently places her on the ground, where 
she continues to heave. After a while, she stops. He places 
the back of his hand on her head.
JOHN
Oh, baby, you’re burning up. 
He lifts her head. Her lips are curiously dry. 
JOHN (CONT’D)
I think you’re dehydrated. 
He looks around. Thinking. . .worrying. . . 
Then he spots someone. An OLD MAN walking along the bank, 
hands in his pockets. He appears to be looking for something. 
Sally grabs John’s hand, shaking her head.
John thinks on it. 
He quickly removes his shirt and places Sally back in the 
car. He discards her soiled pants and wraps her bottom with 
his shirt.   
He picks her up and heads toward the old man.
JOHN (CONT’D)
(to Sally)
I’m sorry, I gotta risk it.
EXT. LAKE - CONTINOUS




He turns, a bit startled.
JOHN (CONT’D)
My daughter has a fever. Do you 
have any water?
The old man takes a good look at Sally.
OLD MAN
Gee wiz, she don’t look too good.
The old man turns to his left.
OLD MAN (CONT’D)
(yelling)
Ricky, bring some water! Quick!
A younger man, RICKY, comes racing down the far end of the 
lake. He removes a pack from his back and retrieves some 
water. He hands a bottle to John, who gives it over to Sally. 













What’d the little one eat? 
JOHN
Just some pizza, and. . .
It finally hits him.
JOHN (CONT’D)
It’d been out in the car. . .
OLD MAN





Ricky eyes John and Sally.
RICKY
Do we know you, friend? You 
look. . .kind of familiar. . .
JOHN
. . .no. I don’t know you.
Ricky and the old man share a look.
OLD MAN
Well. . .
He extends his hand.
OLD MAN (CONT’D)
Good luck to you both, now. Try not 
to eat any more rancid meat.
John smiles. Shakes both of their hands.
JOHN
We won’t. Thanks again.
John watches as they make their way out of the area.
INT. JOHN’S TRUCK - NIGHT
The rain’s really coming down. The plastic sheets don’t keep 
all of the moisture from entering the vehicle and dampening 
John and Sally’s clothes. Or their faces.
Nevertheless, they both appear to be asleep. John leans 
against the back of his seat. Sally rests in his arms. 
Lady, sitting in the passenger’s seat, is wide awake. On this 
night, she appears unusually alert. Cautious.
She BARKS.
This wakes John up.
JOHN
What is it?
He looks around, half asleep.
JOHN (CONT’D)
It’s just the rain, girl.
60.
He shuts his eyes. Lady GROWLS, ready to strike.
She BARKS again, more forcefully this time.
JOHN (CONT’D)
(eyes closed) 
Go. To. Slee -
Three solid KNOCKS against the driver’s door. John and Sally 
both jump to life.
It’s the old man. He holds an umbrella in one hand and a Wal-




I hate to startle you both, but we 
figured the little one could use 
some warm clothes. She could get 
sick if she’s wet and running 




He sets Sally in the passenger’s seat and opens the door.
EXT. JOHN’S TRUCK - CONTINOUS






John reaches down to pick it up. Suddenly, the old man 
produces a small object from his free hand and whacks John 
over the head with it. 
John falls into the cold, wet dirt. Sally SCREAMS. A hand 
reaches around her mouth and pulls her outside through her 
window. It’s Ricky.





Where the keys, asshole?
RICKY
(to Sally)
What you got for me, darling?
John, weak, reaches into his pockets and pulls out his keys. 
The old man snatches them up.
OLD MAN
And the cash! All of it! Now!
JOHN
(barely audible)
In. . .in my -
OLD MAN
What?
Ricky turns Sally over. She cries as he frisks her. Then he 
retrieves it: her pistol.
RICKY
Well looky here. . .
Suddenly, Lady attacks. She latches onto Ricky’s hand and 
sinks her teeth into his skin.
He MOANS in pain. Attempts to wiggle her off. Her grip does 
not loosen.
Sally then bites at Ricky’s legs. More MOANING. He manages to 
kick her in the stomach. Hard. She grabs her chest and turns 
over, gasping for air.
Finally, he manages to get Lady on the ground. Before she can 
pounce on him again, he fires. Twice. 




Lady charges, but Ricky smacks her with the pistol. Then he 
does it again. Then again. Each blow more forceful than the 
last. 
After the tenth or eleventh whack, he finally stops. Lady 
lies on the ground, motionless. Dead. 
62.
Sally cries. Ricky runs around to the driver’s side of the 
truck, where he sees the old man pulling cash out of John’s 
crotch area.
RICKY (CONT’D)




The old man smiles at the money. He bends down next to John’s 
ear.
OLD MAN





Okay. Shut the hell up!
Ricky races back around to the passenger’s side. He opens the 
door and begins to climb inside when he notices Sally 
cradling Lady’s lifeleless body. She looks up at him, tears 
in her eyes.
RICKY
It was me or her, lamb chop. Sorry. 
He laughs, then jumps inside. 
INT. JOHN’S TRUCK - CONTINOUS
The old man enters the driver’s side.
RICKY




He revs up the engine. 
EXT. JOHN’S TRUCK - CONTINOUS
The truck peels out of the park and onto the road. John feels 




He finally looks up and sees her rocking Lady back and forth, 
crying. She finally acknowledges him. Shakes her head. 
John closes his eyes. Shakes his head.
INT. SIMON’S CAR - DAY
Lou drives. Simon stares at Rachel through the rearview 
mirror. She averts her gaze.
Uncomfortable silence for a while.
SIMON
What the hell got into you? 
Mouthing off like that?
She lowers her head.
SIMON (CONT’D)
I’d like for you to answer me.
RACHEL
. . .I don’t know.
SIMON
Seeing a few brains squirt out 
someone’s head got you acting out. 
That’s what I think. 
(turning to face her)
Is that it?
She continues to look down. 
SIMON (CONT’D)
I tell you what, all this talk 
about getting rid of liabilities  
quickly? Maybe you don’t fully 
understand the severity of your own 
predic - 
LOU
Is that the truck?
Simon immediately faces the front. Rachel does the same. 
LOU (CONT’D)
I think that’s the truck, Simon.
We see John’s beat-up truck resting on the side of the road. 
64.
SIMON
Well look at that. 
EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD - CONTINOUS
Simon’s car pulls up behind the truck.
INT. SIMON’S CAR - CONTINOUS 
Lou kills the engine, then turns to Simon, who sits, 






What. . .I mean, how we doing this?  
Go in, guns blazing? Quick and 
quiet?
SIMON
Maybe I’m wrong, but whoever’s 
sitting in the passenger’s seat 
doesn’t look like a little girl to 
me.
Lou returns his attention to the truck, squinting.






Go confirm it’s them. Then we’ll 
come in after you.
Rachel appears confused.
RACHEL
What if. . .they have guns?
SIMON
That’s a risk we’re willing to let 
you take.
65.
EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD
The backseat of the silver Yaris opens. Out steps Rachel, 
visibly shaking. She makes her way for the truck.
She turns back to look at Simon and Lou. Both men glare at 
her.
Finally, she makes it to the driver’s side. Her expression 
changes. Something’s off. She peers through the plastic 
sheet. 
Then she turns back to face Lou and Simon. Shakes her head.
Suddenly, the driver’s door opens, startling her. Out steps 
Ricky, looking a little sleepy. Or maybe just drunk.
RICKY
Who the fuck are you?
RACHEL
I’m. . .uh - 
RICKY
You like to look through people’s 
cars while they sleeping, baby?
Rachel begins to turn away. He grabs her arm.
Two car doors SHUT.
Ricky looks to his left. Simon and Lou are making their way 
over. He lets go of Rachel.
RICKY (CONT’D)
Can I help y’all?
SIMON
Where are the people who owned this 
truck?
RICKY
Excuse me? Are you a cop or 
something?
SIMON
About how far from here? 
RICKY
Why don’t you mind your 
business. . .
66.
Simon notices the pistol tucked in the side of Ricky’s jeans. 
He quickly draws his own weapon and points it at Ricky’s 
nose.
RICKY (CONT’D)
Oh my God - 
SIMON
What were their names?
VOICE (O.S.)
Them people the cops are looking 
for.
Lou instinctively draws his own gun and takes aim at the old 




You’re sure it was them? They gave  
their names? 
OLD MAN
No, but we recognized them right 
off the cuff. God damn faces are 
all over the news. Black fella and 




Simon looks to Lou, who shrugs.
SIMON
Okay. Let’s get off the road.
The old man nods. He begins making his way down the nearby 
hill. Lou follows closely behind.
Ricky follows them. Rachel just stares at this until Simon 
makes his way over to her.  
SIMON (CONT’D)




Time for you to earn those stripes.
67.
EXT. EAST TOWN PARK
John zips Sally up into a black fleece jacket. She’s also 
sporting some brand new blue jeans. 
JOHN
Well, at least they weren’t lying 
about the clothes. 
He stands back to get a good look at her appearance. Her 
clothes sag in various places.
JOHN (CONT’D) 
Too bad they didn’t have enough 
sense to get you the right size.
Sally looks up at him, helpless. John smiles before rolling 
up her sleeves and pants. 
JOHN (CONT’D)
Well, it still looks a little 
weird, but it’s gonna have to do 
for now.
He takes her hand.
JOHN (CONT’D)
(walking away)
I don’t want to be here if they 
come back a second time. Time to 
take this show on the road. Again.
He stops. Sally’s looking at something on the ground. John 
leans in to get a good look. It’s a bloodied Lady.
Sally looks up, teary-eyed. John nods.
LATER
Both John and Sally are on their knees, piling dirt on top of 
Lady. 
After their miniature grave is complete, they stare at the 
pitiful mound. 
JOHN (CONT’D)
You want to say something?
Sally shakes her head.
JOHN (CONT’D)
I bet she’d like to hear you voice 
one last time if she could.
68.
Sally opens her mouth, but the words don’t come out. The  
tears, however, begin to pour. John embraces her. She buries 
her face in his chest.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Okay. 
He allows his daughter to mourn a little longer before he 
moves closer to the mound.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Thank you. . .for protecting my 
daughter. And me. All these years. 
We’re gonna. . .
He takes a moment to gather himself.
JOHN (CONT’D)
And we’re gonna miss you, girl. A  
lot.
He begins to stand. Sally moves close to the mound. Kisses 
it. Pets it as if it were an actual dog. 
Then she takes John’s hand, and they make their way out of 
the park.
EXT. HILL
The old man and Ricky are on their knees, hands tied behind 
their backs. Rachel stands behind Ricky, Lou behind the old 





East Town Park. 
SIMON





You’re pointing south. 
69.
OLD MAN
It is south. You passed it when you 
found us. About five miles back the  
way you came. 
LOU
Why park five miles away from it?
OLD MAN
We didn’t park. Damn thing didn’t 
have hardly any gas.
SIMON
I don’t remember passing a sign 
that mentioned any park.
OLD MAN
It’s tucked away. There’s a dip on 
the side of the road. You have to 
look for a long, narrow path. It’ll 
be cement. 
Simon considers this. Nods at the old man.
SIMON
Last thing. Who’s got the cash?
The old man and Ricky look to one another.
SIMON (CONT’D)
I wouldn’t advise lying at this 
point.
OLD MAN
In my. . .it’s in my crotch. 
(off Simon’s look)
On that off-chance someone would 
come looking for it.
SIMON
(making his way for the 
old man)




He turns slightly so that he’s looking at Rachel.
OLD MAN (CONT’D)
Could she do it?
Rachel appears horrified. Simon smiles.
70.
SIMON
Dig in, my dear.
She takes a moment before sticking her hands in the old man’s 
pants. Her face relays just how much she is not enjoying 
this.
Finally, she pulls up several wet dollars.
RACHEL
Oh my god, they all sweaty and 
shit.
She immediately throws the money on the ground.
OLD MAN
That was before I realized the jig 
was up, baby doll. You can’t fault 
me for being scared shitless, can 
you? 
She frantically wipes her hands on her clothes. Lou laughs.
SIMON
Well, thank you, gentlemen. You’ve 
been most helpful. Lou, can you 
come here for a quick word?
Lou makes his way over to Simon.
OLD MAN
We hope y’all find ‘em. They can’t 
have gotten too far if you hur -
Two SHOTS. 
Rachel jumps. The old man SCREAMS. Ricky’s body falls back, 
two visible bloody holes in his chest.
Simon casually walks over to Rachel. He hands her a knife.
SIMON
I’d take your own advice.
She slowly turns to face Simon, shaking.
SIMON (CONT’D)








Oh god, no! 
Rachel turns to the old man. He’s a pitiful sight.
RACHEL
(softly)




Please! We told you everything you 
asked! You already killed my boy!
Simon sticks his gun in the back of Rachel’s head. Cocks his  
weapon. 
SIMON
“Cut his fucking throat” wasn’t 
exactly a request.
LOU
Simon, didn’t you hear him say -
SIMON
Shut up, Lou.




Suddenly, she lunges for him, slicing his throat in one swift 
motion. She immediately backs away from him.
The old man gasps. Blood squirts out of his neck like a 
geyser. 
Simon, Lou and Rachel all gape at the old man for a while, 
watching him as he struggles to catch his breath.
After a while, Simon casually walks over to him, studying the 
old man’s neck.
SIMON
That wasn’t the jugular. 
The old man watches as Simon points to his bloody neck.  
72.
SIMON (CONT’D)
You’ll notice he still has a lot of 
color in his face. You get cut in 
the jugular, you bleed out. 









Pa. . .please. . . 
SIMON
(to Old Man) 
I apologize for the delay.
He makes his way over to Rachel. 
SIMON (CONT’D)
I thought you were a killer. 
(re: Old Man)
There’s your free kill, killer. Now 
take that knife and go finish the 
fucking j -
BANG!
Simon and Rachel both jump. Blood sprays onto the side of 
Simon’s face.
The old man’s body falls back, lifeless. There’s a bloody 
hole in the middle of his forehead.
Simon and Rachel both turn to Lou, who’s holding a gun aimed 
in the old man’s direction.
SIMON (CONT’D)
(quickly approaching Lou)
What the hell do you think you’re 
do -
LOU
You were wasting time! He said they 
were close. We’re letting them get 
away.
Simon studies Lou for a beat. Lou stares him down, defiant. 
Neither man blinks. 
73.
SIMON
I’d appreciate it if you consulted 
me first. In the future.
He turns around and walks briskly towards the bodies.
EXT. EAST TOWN PARK 
Simon searches the area where Lady was buried. He’s just a 
few inches from her makeshift grave, but he doesn’t notice 
it. Lou and Rachel, a few feet apart, are near the water.
After a beat:
RACHEL
I don’t understand. 
LOU
What don’t you understand, Rachel?
RACHEL
We. . .we got the money, right? And 
they gonna get caught by the cops. 
Eventually. And ain’t none of us 
care about dumbass Marcus.  
She faces him. His focus is on the ground.  
RACHEL (CONT’D)




Why we still gonna kill ‘em if we  
got the money back?
LOU
You’re right. You don’t understand. 
RACHEL
Yeah, but Lou, we gotta -  
SIMON (O.S.)
Got something!  
Lou and Rachel turn at the same time. They quickly rush over  
and meet Simon 
NEAR THE MAKESHIFT GRAVE
74.
He’s holding Lady’s bloodied, dirty corpse. Her tongue is  
sticking out. Rachel frowns. 
Simon moves a hand away, shows the others the fresh blood. 
SIMON (CONT’D)
They had a dog, right?
Lou shrugs.  
SIMON (CONT’D)
(to Rachel)
I was asking you.
RACHEL
I don’t know. I don’t remember 
seeing one.   
SIMON
Probably because you fainted. 
Lou laughs. 
Simon’s fingers hit upon something in Lady’s fur. He feels  
for it, yanks at it a little. Some of Lady’s blood gets on 
Lou and Rachel. They both back away.





They had a dog.
Suddenly, he tosses Lady’s lifeless body right at Rachel. She  
screams and tries to move away, but the dead dog grazes her 
arm. Both Simon and Lou laugh. 
LOU
Don’t worry, I don’t think she 
gonna bite.
SIMON
There was one other thing I wanted 
to show you.
He directs their attention to the ground. Neither Lou nor 
Rachel reacts.
SIMON (CONT’D)
Look a little closer.
75.
They both lean in. Finally, they see it, and we do, too: two 
different sets of footprints leading out of the park.
EXT. STREET - NIGHT
John and Sally make their way down an avenue. 
John notices Sally seems to be having a hard time keeping up 
with him. He stops walking. She looks up at him.
JOHN
Want me to carry you?
She nods.
He scoops her up and presses on.
JOHN (CONT’D)
Hopefully we can find some place to  
crash for the nigh -
Loud SIRENS.
John freezes. Sally jumps out of his arms, scared. Two police 





They run towards a fence and promptly climb over it. 
EXT. PUBLIC STORAGE LOT - CONTINOUS
They race behind a unit. And just in time. Two squad cars 
speed past.
After a while, John cautiously peers around the car. 
The police cars have stopped on the sidewalk. One officer is 
already out of his vehicle, questioning a homeless man who 
appears to be urinating on a trash can.




Then he takes in the lot. Looks around. Intrigued.  
76.
He turns to Sally. She gets it. Nods.
LATER
The two attempt to lift a unit’s door. It won’t budge. They 
try another. Same thing. 
They try again. And again.
Then, John attempts to push open a door. And it works. He 
turns to Sally, smiling. She jumps up and down excitedly.
INT. STORAGE UNIT
Four stacked boxes sit against the side of the wall. A very 
large picture frame rests beside them. 
Two long plastic cases are on the opposite end of the room. 
Outside of all this, it’s a relatively spacious room. John 
takes it all in. Impressed.
He closes the unit door. Then turns to Sally.
JOHN
Which side of the room do you want?
EXT. STREET - NIGHT
Simon’s car moves at a snail’s pace down the road.
INT. SIMON’S CAR
Simon, wide eyed, scans the road like a mad man. Lou, visibly 
worried, watches him. Rachel snores in the back seat. 
LOU
Simon.






We waited too long. It’s too dark 
to see anything now.
77.
SIMON
So you’d like to turn in and let 
them get even further away? 
LOU
What else are we gonna do? 
A beat.
LOU (CONT’D)
Why did you piss all that time away 
with Rachel and the old man? We  
coulda had them. 
Simon ignores him.
LOU (CONT’D)
That wasn’t too smart.
SIMON





Getting a little too big for your 
britches, aren’t you? You’re 
flirting with insubordination.
LOU
Have you seen the way you’ve acted  
lately? You’re flirting with 
insanity.
Simon laughs. Rachel’s eyes open.
LOU (CONT’D)
I rest my case.  
They drive in silence for a while. Rachel shuts her eyes.
LOU (CONT’D)









What needs to be done?
LOU
Come on, man. She’s pretty much 
useless at this point. We know who  
these people are, what they look 
like. All the information we’re 
going on now has nothing to do with  
her “tips,” if you wanna call ‘em 
that. We don’t need her. 
SIMON
Yes, but. . .three is a bigger  
number than two, no?
LOU
But she’s. . .she’s not like us. 
SIMON
They don’t know that. 
A beat.
SIMON (CONT’D)
But if you’ve got your little heart  
set on killing her. . .
LOU
It’s not that, it’s just - 
Suddenly, Simon pulls the car onto the side of the road. 
Lou’s head smacks against the window. 
Simon immediately jumps out of the vehicle and runs straight 
ahead into the darkness, his weapon drawn.
LOU (CONT’D)
(to himself) 
Thanks for the heads-up, asshole.
He turns just in time to see Rachel pretend to yawn.
RACHEL
What the fuck is he doing?
LOU
Honestly? I have no idea.
They stare ahead for a beat. 
RACHEL





. . .for me to leave.
This catches Lou off guard, but he doesn’t respond.
RACHEL (CONT’D)
Or did you. . .how he put it? “Have  
your little heart set on killing 
me.”
No one does anything for a while. 
Finally, Rachel opens her door and steps out.
EXT. SIMON’S CAR - CONTINOUS
She quickly closes the door and begins to run away.
SIMON (O.S.)
Where the hell are you going?
Rachel freezes. She turns to see Simon standing in front of 
her, his gun by his side.
RACHEL




I heard what Lou said -
SIMON
Lou’s been wrong before.  
He opens her door. 
SIMON (CONT’D)
And we’re wasting time standing in 
the middle of the street. So get in 
the car, please. 






Just kill me! You going to anyway!
SIMON
When you’ve exhausted your use, 
you’ll know.
He approaches her. 
She shakes. 
He puts the gun to her head.
SIMON (CONT’D)
Or maybe you want to die right now.  
In the street. Like a dog.
Slowly, she makes her way for the car, and gets in. 
INT. SIMON’S CAR - CONTINOUS







Well it sure as fuck was somebody. 
Simon ignores him and drives off.
EXT. HILL
Police comb the area. Flashing lights are everywhere. One 
young policewoman spots the detective and leads him down a 
path until they arrive. . .
UNDERNEATH A TREE
Here, we find the bodies of the old man and Ricky. The 
detective analyzes the corpses for a moment before bending 
down. 
Something catches his eye. With a gloved hand, he reaches 
underneath the old man’s back and recovers a pistol. Sally’s 
pistol.
81.
The detective looks up in time to see the young female 
officer approaching him.
DETECTIVE
We get a hit on that pistol from 
the gas station?
FEMALE OFFICER
Yes, sir. . .It’s them.
The detective nods, then looks to his left. Police are all 
over the truck.
His attention returns to Sally’s gun.
DETECTIVE
I got a strange feeling this is, 
too.
INT. STORAGE UNIT - DAY
Sunlight caresses John’s face. His arm is slung over his 
nose, revealing only part of his cheek. 
He opens his eyes, and finds a surprise.




John’s exposed eye widens.
ETHEL (CONT’D)
You sleep good? Dream you was in a  
nice house? I betcha did.
JOHN
I. . .I just -
ETHEL
This unit belongs to a Ms. Mary 
Beth Adams. Now I ain’t saying Mary 
Beth Adams can’t be a lanky black 
man, but you’d surely be the first 
Mary Beth I ever met that weren’t a 
woman. Also. . . 
Without breaking her gaze from John, Ethel gestures for 
someone offscreen to come forward. A small, nervous-looking 
woman arrives, clutching her purse.
82.
ETHEL (CONT’D)
This here’s Mary Beth Adams. Ms. 
Adams, do you know this man?
Mary Beth shakes her head.
ETHEL (CONT’D)
You sure? Not a distant cousin or 
nothing?
Mary Beth shakes her head again.
ETHEL (CONT’D)
Okay then, fella. I think it’s time 
you skedaddle ‘fore I do something  
crazy.  
EXT. GAS STATION
Simon fills up the car. 
INT. GAS STATION
Rachel peruses the candy aisle. Lou walks next to her, 
holding several food items in his hands. 
They both talk in a low volume.
RACHEL
We really gonna do this? Kill a 
kid?
LOU
You realize she was a kid when she 
got the jump on you, right? 
RACHEL 
I never thought we’d catch ‘em. 
A beat.
RACHEL (CONT’D) 
You ain’t go no problems doing it?
Lou shrugs.
LOU
Done it before. What’s one more 
time?





She quickly turns back around. Simon’s paying the cashier.
SIMON (CONT’D)
You gonna get something or not?
She looks around before quickly grabbing something and 
heading for the counter.
INT. STORAGE UNIT
Ethel’s shotgun remains trained on John’s face.
ETHEL
Up now! Come on, darlin, this 
shotgun ain’t no joke.
Mary Beth begins picking the blankets off of the floor. 
JOHN
Wait!
His arm drops, revealing his full face.
Out of one blanket rolls Sally. She looks around frantically, 




What is this, some kind of charity 
or. . .
She notices John’s face. Then takes another good look at 
Sally.
ETHEL (CONT’D)
Oh ma god. . .
JOHN
Please, just. . .wait -
ETHEL
(to Mary Beth) 
Call the police!
Off Mary’s Beth’s look:
84.
ETHEL (CONT’D)
It’s them! The ones who killed 







Mary Beth frantically digs in her purse.
JOHN
Look, ma’am, I think there’s been a 
misunder -
The shotgun now rests on John’s stomach.
ETHEL
Open your mouth one more time, 
sugar, and Mary Beth’s gonna have 
to redecorate the interior.
EXT. GAS STATION
Simon, Lou and Rachel make their way for the car. 
We hear loud POLICE SIRENS. Shortly after, a car drives past.
Simon appears to be the only one who notices. 
Rachel enters the backseat. Lou enters the front. As Simon 
makes his way to the driver’s side, another car zooms past, 
maybe even faster than the first.
Simon stops near his door, staring into the street.
INT. SIMON’S CAR
Lou’s attention turns toward the street as well.
RACHEL
What is -
A dozen squad cars follow the other two, their sirens 
BLARING. 
85.
EXT. GAS STATION - CONTINOUS 
Other patrons have taken notice now, too.
Lou opens his door and walks over to Simon, watching as this 
fleet of officers heads out. He and Simon share a look.
INT. STORAGE UNIT
John holds Sally as they sit in the center of the floor. Mary 
Beth eyes them nervously from the side. Ethel, standing in 
front of her intruders, keeps her gun trained on John’s head.
No one does anything for a long while.
Then. . .Sally’s mouth opens.
Ethel immediately points her shotgun at her.
Sally tries to cover her mouth as she finishes her yawn. 
Ethel relaxes.
JOHN
She’s just a child -
ETHEL
Thought I told you to shut it, 
mister.
JOHN




Then. . .SIRENS. They get louder by the second.
Sally shakes. John lowers his head. 
Something hits against a plastic container. Ethel 
instinctively takes aim. . .at Mary Beth.
MARY BETH
I. . .wanted to wave the officers 
over.
Ethel considers. Nods.
Mary Beth exits the unit. Ethel watches her leave.
86.
ETHEL
Won’t be long now, outlaws, so you 
might as well get ready for -
Just as she turns to face them, John slams her against the 
unit wall. 
JOHN
I’m sorry, but I gotta get my  
daughter out of here.
Her shotgun falls to the ground, several feet away from her. 
She reaches for it but has to stop herself as she moans in 
pain. John and Sally run out of the unit. 
EXT. STORAGE UNIT - CONTINUOUS 
Mary Beth turns to see them. She screams. They ignore her and 
make their way over a fence.
Mere seconds later, police arrive on the scene, guns drawn. 
MARY BETH






They’re not in the unit!
INT. SIMON’S CAR 
Simon drives closely behind a squad car. It turns into the  
parking lot of the storage unit. Simon watches it, but keeps 
straight. 
LOU
What are you doing! They just 
turned in there!
SIMON
Are we cops, you moron? 
Simon’s car pulls into. . .
EXT. ALLEY
Simon’s car stops. 
87.
INT. SIMON’S CAR - CONTINUOUS
He begins to back out, when. . .
LOU
Wait a minute.
Simon does. He and Rachel look in the same direction as Lou.
EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS
The young female officer is by herself. Her gun is drawn. She 
cautiously approaches a dumpster.
After a brief moment, she quickly opens it. 
Nothing.
She begins to leave when she notices something else. Slowly, 
she makes her way for the space behind the dumpster.
Their arms wrapped around each other, she finds John and 
Sally. 
She raises her weapon.
FEMALE OFFICER
Hands up. Nice and slow movements.
John and Sally obey. Once they are completely exposed, she 
gestures for them to stand in front of the dumpster.
FEMALE OFFICER (CONT’D)
Now, on the ground, with both hands 
behind -
A SHOT. 
John and Sally both jump. 
The officer goes down. Behind her stands Simon, holding a 
gun.
SIMON
Finally. I get to meet the people 
who stole from me.
John immediately grabs Sally and turns.
Another shot.




I wasn’t finished, John.
Sally cradles her father. 
Lou makes his way for Simon, Rachel right behind him. She 
doesn’t appear to be in a real hurry.







He pushes her forward. This causes her to fall, right next to 
the dead officer. Rachel notices the gun in the policewoman’s 
hand.
Lou shrugs and meets Simon.
Both John and Sally begin to shake.
SIMON
Don’t worry. We’ll make this quick.
Sally closes her eyes. John does the same. 
Both Simon and Lou take aim.
BANG!
Blood sprays onto John and Sally. They both open their eyes.
Lou is on the ground. Blood seeping out of his neck. He’s 
still.
Simon turns to Rachel, who’s holding the officer’s gun.
SIMON (CONT’D)
What the fu - 
RACHEL
Shoulda let me go.
They share a moment.
Then, he quickly fires in her direction. The shot clips the 
side of Rachel’s stomach. 
89.
She moans, but manages to keep herself standing upright, her 
gun aimed at. . .no one?  
She looks down. Simon is on the ground. He twitches for a 
moment. . .then stillness. His eyes remain open, but there’s 
no life in them. His neck is covered in red.
Rachel looks ahead. . .at the two people she’s just saved. 
They’re frozen. 
She digs into Simon’s pocket. Then Lou’s. She retrieves their 
respective wallets, pulls out some cash, and tosses it at 
John and Sally.
She nods in their direction. After a beat, Sally helps John 
up, and he limps out of the alley with her. And the money. 
Before they’re too far down the street, John turns to Rachel, 
and nods.
Rachel takes a moment, then makes her way for Lou. He’s 
obviously dead.
She tilts her head, and smiles. 
Then she comes to Simon. Same thing. Her smile gives way to 
light laughter.
RACHEL (CONT’D)
Gotcha in the jugular, bitch.
VOICE (O.S.) 
Shots came from back here - Hey, on 
the ground!
Rachel’s laughter has now become much more hysterical. She  
continues to laugh even as she’s forcefully pinned to the 
ground and handcuffed.
FADE TO BLACK
Three solid knocks. . .a beat. . .then three more.
FADE IN:
EXT. THEME PARK - RIDES DEPARTMENT
A door opens. A SUPERVISOR (40s) sees a young MARRIED COUPLE 
(late 20s) standing before him.
90.
SUPERVISOR
Can I help you?
MARRIED MAN
We can’t ride the bumper cars. 
There’s nobody there to turn the 
stuff on.
The supervisor checks his watch.
SUPERVISOR
You sure? We should have people 
manning the controls now -
MARRIED WOMAN
We’ve been standing in line over  
there for an hour! It’s us and 
several others, sir.  
The supervisor considers.
SUPERVISOR
Okay. I apologize. I’ll send 
someone over right now.
INT. BUMPER CAR ARENA
The married couple looks much happier, sitting in their red 
car. Several other people appear to be just as pleased.
A young guy stands off to the side of the track with a 
microphone in his hand.
BUMPER CAR EMPLOYEE
3. . .2. . .1. And. . .go!
The place comes to life. Cars immediately begin slamming into 
each other, but it’s all in good fun. Lots of laughing here.
One girl beams especially brightly. Once her car comes 
closer, we realize that it’s Sally. 
Her vehicle swerves and crashes. . .into John. He’s backed 
into a corner. There’s no escaping. The more he struggles, 
the more she laughs.
LATER
The two exit their respective vehicles. John still has a 





Okay, where to now?
SUPERVISOR (O.S.)
Hey!
John and Sally turn to find the supervisor glaring at them. 
He approaches them cautiously. When he meets them, he stares 
for a beat.
SUPERVISOR (CONT’D)
You let this little girl beat up on 
you like that?
The supervisor smiles. Then John. Then Sally.
EXT. THEME PARK
John and Sally walk through the park, eyeing different 
attractions. 
The supervisor watches from several feet back. His smile has 
faded completely. He appears much more serious now. And 
suspicious.
John’s eyes land on something.
JOHN
Last ride?
Sally’s eyes follow his index finger. He’s pointing at a 
Ferris wheel. She smiles, then nods.
The supervisor is on his walkie now, but the sound of the 
crowd drowns out what he’s saying.
EXT. FERRIS WHEEL
Strapped in, John and Sally smile big as they travel upwards. 
JOHN
Happy belated, baby!
He kisses her cheek.
John looks out over the beautiful park. We follow as his eyes 
spot another father and daughter laughing it up near a 
restaurant.
Then a mime entertaining some scared little kids.
92.
Then. . .a cop.
John’s smile fades. He turns to Sally, who’s beaming, and 
oblivious. He looks for the cop in the same location.
No one’s there now.
Sally turns to John. He hides his concern with a smile. She 
doesn’t pick up on it, and she smiles back.
As the wheel shoots up another time, Sally closes her eyes. 
After a moment, she opens them, and looks around the park. 
Her smile is gone.
We see that her eyes have landed on the bumper car station, 
but there’s something different about the place now: a cop, 
his hand on his weapon, slowly makes his way out of the area. 
He appears to be heading for the Ferris wheel.
Sally tries a different spot: the basketball station. Within 
a few seconds, two more cops walk past the area. 
Sally looks straight ahead.
Suddenly, the Ferris wheel stops. John and Sally’s cart is at 
the very top.
VOICE (O.S.)
Ladies and gentlemen, we’re having 
a slight technical difficulty. We 
should be up and running here 
momentarily.
A few moans and groans. John and Sally look positively 
terrified.
EXT. FERRIS WHEEL OPERATING BOOTH
An officer approaches the supervisor, who’s holding up a 
piece of paper. The officer inspects the document.
INSERT:
Mug shots of John and Sally.
The employee points up to the top of the Ferris wheel. Right 
at John and Sally. The officer watches with interest.
EXT. FERRIS WHEEL
John lowers his head.
93.
He turns to Sally, opening his mouth, but the words don’t 
come out. Sally wears a blank expression as she continues to 
look straight ahead.
JOHN
I’m. . .I’m sorry for. . .all of 
this. Everything I’ve ever put you 
through.
He watches her, waiting for some kind of reaction. 
He doesn’t get one.
JOHN (CONT’D)
I hope, over time, you’ll be able 
to forgive me for -
The ride suddenly comes back to life. It startles both of 
them.
EXT. FERRIS WHEEL OPERATING BOOTH
Several police officers are now approaching the ride, 
cautious. Many have already drawn their weapons.
Onlookers watch with a mixture of shock and interest.
EXT. FERRIS WHEEL
John and Sally’s cart is closer to the ground now. As it gets 
nearer, John closes his eyes. His right hand begins to shake.
Then, a smaller hand wraps around his.
John opens his eyes and turns to Sally.
SALLY
I forgive you, Daddy.
She smiles at him. He smiles back.
Their cart finally touches the ground. The ride is officially 
over. 
Officers approach John and Sally’s cart with their weapons 
trained on both of them. 
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